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THE BOMB FACTORY

THE next few days promised to be full of excite-
ment. It was reported that Ungern had collected
his defeated army and was preparing for another
attack on the city. The Chinese accordingly took
such defensive measures as they thought expedient,
urged to increased effort by occasional reminders
from Ungern's heavy artillery, which sent a shot into
the city every now and then. I myself spent my time
cooking Hungarian dishes for the Vladimirov family.

One morning, as I was frying onions for the
goulash, I heard a loud noise from the living-room
and, leaving the onions to take care of themselves,
went in to investigate. I found the room full of
Chinese soldiers, with Vladimirov's trembling man-
servant in the midst of them. They wanted to know
who he was, and I gathered that their curiosity had
been aroused by the fact that the Cossack lad had,
upon their arrival, tried to hide behind the stove.

The discussion ended with the word "Tsu-ba!"
(come along), spoken sharply by one of the Chinese.
I tried to make myself scarce, but the soldiers had
already seen me, and I too was peremptorily ordered
to "come along." In vain did I show them my Chinese
passport; all they could say was, "Tsu-ba! Tsu-ba!"
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